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a new nightmare 


Author's Notes: 

| have a big story planned for this, the next two chapters are already written, | just want to have my plot line 
solidified before moving on. | really work well when I'm getting a lot of feedback, so if | could hear what you 
liked and what you didn’t, it'd be really helpful in getting the ball rolling! Shout out to lunabS who's story You 
Wouldn't Believe Me if | Told You inspired the idea to go back and forth from past to present. This is mainly 
going to be a Nikki/OC story but there will be some slash pairings (not to spoil anything) There's a lot going on 


here, | think there will be something for everyone. 


"Nikki?" 
"Yeah, babe?" 
"Everything okay?" 


"Yeah, babe." 


"You sure?" 
"Yeah. Yeah, go back to bed. I'll be back" 


Nikki kissed his wife and closed their bedroom door. Nightmares hadn't been a problem for him in a long time. 
He made a habit of dealing with his demons these days. It was doing wonders for his sleep. But now, standing 
at the top of the stairs, staring at his hands, he'd been scared out of bed for the third time in two months. 
He couldn't help but think there was something he'd been neglecting. It was like an itch; an itch deep, deep 
down in the skin. He couldn't figure it out; it was in his blind spot. He knew that the studio was always a good 
place to start looking. He'd almost made it a whole month without working, too. Addiction never quits, even 


after you do, it seemed. 


As he took his first step down the stairs, the light in the kitchen switched on He froze. 
Quickly, he did a mental inventory of everyone in the house. Courtney was in bed, Frankie was at her mom's 


and Nikki stood still at the top of the stairs, watching a stranger's silhouette cross into the kitchen light. 


"Nkki” He heard a woman's voice echo throughout the house. He knew that voice. He remembered it at least, 
couldn't place it, not at 3 AM. alone with it in the dark He swallowed hard, the all too familiar warmth of 
adrenaline spreading in his chest as he watched her walk in front of the staircase and into his living room. 
"Hey!" He shouted at her. His pulse throbbed in his ears, and he instinctively pounded down the stairs after 
her, but he was pulled back. A grandfather clock rang out three deafening blows, vibrating in his skull. He 
dropped to his knees and clapped his ears, confusion spinning circles ‘round his reality. He didn't own a 
grandfather clock. She laughed even louder, seemingly coming from inside his own head. He couldn't hear 
anything else. From the windows, red lights flashed like a firing squad. And then, the specter of his past that 
always followed the red lights in Nikki's nightmares; the ambulance. 


"What the fuck is going on?" He shouted out, pulled into a fetal position on the stairs. He grit his teeth, sirens 
growing louder and piercing through his skull like a battering ram. And suddenly... 


"Nikki." Her hands were at his throat. 

"Fuck!" 

With a gasp of breath, it was all over. Like it had never happened. Everything was dark. 

Nikki sat up in bed, his hands grabbing at his wild black hair, grasping for a sense of reality, his bare chest 
pumping up and down to swallow large gulps of air. His hands shook and instinctively grabbed for his throat. 
Nothing. No one. 

He took in another deep breath and searched for the switch on his bedside lamp. He took in the room, taking 


account of every surrounding and realizing where he was, what had happened. A dream. A nightmare. 


Courtney shifted in the damp sheets next to him. "Shit." He sighed with relief and collapsed. 


"Nikki?" She asked for him blearily, same as he thought she had in his dream. 

"Yeah, babe?" He choked out, hearing the same cadence in his own voice. 

"Everything okay?" She asked. Of course she did He knew it. He knew the whole thing. 
"Yeah, babe." 

"You sure?" 


"Yeah. Yeah, go back to bed. I'll be back." 
He'd try again. 


Back at the top of the stairs, Nikki surveyed his empty house. There was no kitchen light, no strange shadows, 
no sirens...no familiar voices whispering his name. A part of him - the part he retired - was disappointed. No 
more dragons to slay. No more demons to dispel. All was quiet. All was calm. Just as before, he looked down at 
his hands, amazed that they were the same hands he'd had all along. The same hands that first picked up a 
broken acoustic guitar were the same hands that sliced his arm open. The same hands that wrote ballads to 
Satan, Touched women, shot up, stole money were the same hands that wore wedding rings, held newborn 
babies, wrote love songs. He'd come so far and had done so much, more than most people would ever come 
close to doing. He'd lived and died and lived again. So much had happened and yet still, he looked at his hands and 
didn't recognize any of that. He still saw someone new to the world Someone still exploring, still making his 


mark. 


Often, Nikki felt like an animal. There were long stretches of time, months, years, where he thrived purely off 
instinct, moving from one survival tactic to the next, always looking for a pack, if not least a place to sleep. 
But when he finally got the chance to rest his head, that's when it all came flooding in again, the pain. Not the 
pain, really, but the memory of it and the anxiety thereof. The anxiety that mutually assured destruction was 
always sure to follow a time of peace. So when things seemed easy, Nikki tended to let himself get distracted. 
He didn't want to become too attached to any one idea. Attachment was worse than any nightmare. 


Attachment meant abandonment. The thought horrified him. 


So he was headed to the studio to find a new idea; chase a new nightmare. 


red when i see you 
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Clad in all black and asleep in a patch of sun on the floor, Nikki resembled a big black cat snoring the afternoon 
away. It was warm in California but even warmer in the apartment where they refused to clean or open a 
window. Smoke hung thick in the air, thick as the smell, creating an unfortunate atmosphere completely unique 
to the apartment's toxic ecosystem. In the corner of the barren living room, Tommy's stereo clicked a 
constant metronome since last night when Nikki fell asleep with it on, eating up his favorite Germs tape in the 
process. He couldn't be bothered. Nikki is not home right now. Summer demanded more from him than his 
usual rough-n-tumble; more kids in town meant more shows meant more girls, more sweat, more parties. His 


spot on the floor, not four feet from the couch, was a testament to that. 


However, none of that mattered. Not when addicts were concerned, least of all. Ruby had her own problems 
and her own pressures. Right now, her main concern was the growing tension in her jaw and how she hadn't 
been able to pull her tongue off the roof of her mouth since she woke up that morning. She was hungover, 
she was fiending and she had to go to work - with a smile on her face- in just a few hours. None of this 
would have been a problem if she had been able to find her drugs to get her head straight. When she couldn't, 
however, she knew she wouldn't have to look much farther than the Crue house after spending last night 


there. 


There was no need to kick in the lock, though. The door was always unlocked. 


"Wake the fuck up, Sixx!" A heeled red leather boot stuck him in the thigh. Awareness flooded in. 

"God! Damn it!" Nikki's eyes shot open, curling in on himself before he was able to understand what was going 
on. Ruby stood over him, her long legs wrapped in black denim, shaggy black hair falling in her face; her long 
leopard print duster flapped wildly around. "Give me my fucking drugs, Nikkil" She shouted in her thick New 
York accent. He shielded his tired eyes from the sun streaming in around her silhouette. He propped himself 
up on one elbow and felt around in his motorcycle vest pockets for sunglasses and cigarettes. 

"Why don't you fuck off, Ruby?" He croaked, his throat coated with phlegm from a night of chain smoking and 


snorting pills. He slowly pulled his sunglasses on and was able to see the pissed off look on her face. 


"Me fuck off?!" She stared at him in disbelief as he lit up a Parliament. 

"Yeah you! Fuck off! What the fuck are you even doing here anyway?" He groaned. 

"My fucking drugs, Nikki! | know you took them!" She snatched his cigarette out of his hand and pushed him in 
the chest. 

"| don't have your drugs!" He swatted her hand away and backed up from under her. "Get one of those 
assholes at the strip club to buy you some if you snorted em all up." 

"Bullshit!" She whipped off her coat and threw it at him. "Where's my speed, Sixx?" 

"| don't even do speed, you fucking psycho!" Nikki stood up, rising a foot taller than her, still in his platform 
boots from last night. 

"Oh, /m a psycho?!" She challenged him as he approached her, towering over her and taking his cigarette back 
Nikki bit his lip and held back a spiteful grin, taking a deep drag. "You might wanna reconsider your angle, 


Moon" He looked down at her, smoke pouring from his nostrils. 


"Ruby!" Vince swung around the front door frame, hanging into the living room. He was panting from having to 
follow her for four city blocks while she mumbled to herself about kicking Nikki's ass. "Ruby, knock it of fl" He 
took two quick, long strides across the room and got in between them as Nikki stepped to her. "Both of you, 
stop being fucking crazy." He put a hand on Ruby's shoulder and attempted to push her away from Nikki. 


"C'mon, come smoke a cigarette with me, let's go calm down" 


"Oh, fuck off, Vinnie! He fucking stole from mel" She threw her arms out. 

"Yeah, fuck off Vinnie." Nikki laughed from behind him. 

"Hey, fuck you, manl | don't gotta be part of this!" 

"Then don't be! You should both fuck off!" Nikki threw his arms out and turned to the kitchen for a morning 
beer. 

"Ruby," Vince ignored him and turned back to her. "Ruby, c'mon, let's go smoke and relax, he's not gonna give 
you your drugs back." 

“Because | don't have them!" Nikki shouted from the fridge. 

Ruby gritted her teeth while she locked eyes with Vince. He knew Nikki was lying. She knew he knew Nikki was 
lying "Please" He pleaded with her quietly, watching her try not to explode. He knew he'd be the one dealing 
with Nikki's side of the argument long after it was over. He just wanted it to stop. He felt like they'd been 
having the same fights for as long as he'd known the both of them. 

"Fuck you, Nikki!" She stomped towards the kitchen, almost colliding with him as he rounded back into the living 
room. She shoved him in the chest, hard, and he actually stumbled back a bit. She finally took her voice down 
"Just admit it! You were being all nice and sweet to me last night, getting me all fucked up and stupid so that 
you could fucking steal from me! Just say it!" She shoved him again, almost begging at this point. 

Nikki chugged his beer and looked away from her. He offered her a lazy shrug. 

"To be fair, that does sound like something I'd do." 

Vince rolled his eyes. "God damn it” He said under his breath. 

Ruby barked a sarcastic laugh. Her face flushed hot and she had to turn away from him, feeling like tears 
might start falling. She shook her head and held her hands up, still laughing spitefully. "You are so fucking 
awful, Nikki Sixx." 

Oh, like you're not!" Nikki shouted and held his middle finger up at her as she stormed out the front door, 
finally slamming it shut. 


"Dude!" Vince shouted, feeling eternally frustrated. 

"What, am | supposed to feel bad?" Nikki was still heated, still pacing and nearly shouting. He finished off his 
beer and tossed it onto the kitchen pile. "She's fucking nuts, dude! I've been telling you that!" 

"You're both nuts!" 

"Yo! Shut the fuck up!" Tommy's muffled shouting and pounding came from the other side of the living room 
wall, still attempting to achieve his full I2 hours of beauty rest. A knowing grin cracked across Nikki's face 
when a high pitched squeal started making its way out of the bedroom. Vince had to fight not to laugh with 
him. A messy blonde came teetering out on tiger print heels, pulling down her lime green banded dress and 
wiping her nose. She paused, looking from Nikki to Vince and feeling exposed as she interrupted their 
conversation. 

"Um..sorry." She squeaked, hanging her head and squaring her shoulders in as she stalked past them, well 
aware of them both checking her out. 

"Later." Vince smiled at her flirtatiously and watched her ass wiggle as she left. Once she was out of sight, 
she was out of mind and Vince turned back to Nikki. 

"Listen, Ruby doesn't need speed anyway, dude." Nikki waved him off and threw himself down on the couch, 
groaning and stretching out. 

"She clearly fucking needs speed, dude. Fucking find some. You owe me, man" Vince pointed a finger at him 


before ducking back outside. "Not a good favor to cash in on, Vin!" Nikki shouted out at him. 


Outside, Ruby stood against the brick wall of the boys apartment building, slapping a bic lighter against her 
palm and failing to light the cigarette hanging from her red painted lips. 

"Shit." Her hand cupped around her cigarette tip, the black nail polish on her thumb chipping away. 

"Here." Vince showed up with his silver zippo and lit the tip. He watched her as she took three short nervous 
puffs, anxiously averting her gaze to the cracks in the pavement, the spiders crawling across the outside 
awning, trying to look anywhere but into his searching expression 

"What?" She spat at him, sounding harsher than she had meant. Vince didn't pay it any mind. 

"Are you okay?" He asked her, knowing no one had in quite some time. She still couldn't help but let out a 
short derisive laugh in spite of herself. "Yeah, Vin" She gave him a cheeky smile that came across more like 
scowl. "l'm just great" She hung her head and looked away again. He cocked his head at her and moved into 
her field of vision 


‘Im serious, Ruby." He stroked her sad face with his thumb. "What's wrong?" 


Ruby finally pulled her green eyes up to his and almost smiled. Vince was sweet and Vince was hot. Its what 
made him so easy to deal with; Vince was simple and he wasn't insightful enough to understand why she wasn't 
interested in doing anything other than momentarily distracting herself with him. He came with little 
complication and close to no baggage. He wasn't concerned when she lied to him about sleeping with other men, 
because he was sleeping with other women and he didn't feel bad endough about it to tell her. That's the way 
she wanted it with him. But over time, as he got to know her and as he got used to her, he had started 
caring about her. And it was beginning to become obvious that, despite being extremely unattentive, he was 


becoming infatuated with her. 


"L uh.." She began, shakily. "I dunno, Vince." She gently pushed his hand away. Whatever hopefulness his 
expression may have held dropped. Somehow, he understood what it was she hadn't been saying this whole 


time. She wasn't thinking about losing her drugs; she was thinking about Nikki. Despite the nature of their 
relationship, Vince and Ruby had gotten close and had a lot of fun together. But he wasn't so clueless that he 
didn't see her walls were up. For awhile he couldn't figure out why, but eventually he started catching on to 
how Ruby and Nikki reacted to each other. Vince never minded it, it made sense to him. Besides, her distance 
allowed him more freedom to do what he wanted, which was perfect for a guy like him. But after awhile, it 


was becoming hard on his ego the closer he tried to get to her. 
A tear finally fell down her cheek. 


"He just used to be my best friend" She admitted, offering a sad shrug. She didn't know why that wasn't the 
whole truth, but it was true enough that Vince could understand with a bit more sympathy. 

"Yeah." He leaned up on the wall next to her and frowned. "Yeah, | know. You two used to be a lot closer, 
actually." 

"| just don't get it" She exhaled smoke. "He's just so mean to me now." 

"Yeah, but | mean..." Vince hadn't known either of them long, but he was immediately reminded of cheap shots, 
screaming matches, pushing and shoving and endless taunting between them. "You two have always fought. 
Y'know, you're both pretty volatile and headstrong in that way. And Nikki's never really been the nicest guy." 
"Yeah, but not like this, Vinnie. He never would've stole from me before. He knows what it's like." She sighed 
and put her cigarette out on the bottom of her boot. 

“That is really...f ucked up, actually." Vince agreed, considering the breach of trust for the first time since this 
whole thing began in the morning when she kicked the sheets off him in bed. 

"Yeah." She shook her head and tried to brush it off. "I gotta head to the Veil. | gotta score something before 
my shift so | can at least try to get through it. Thanks for...| dunno, trying to talk to me | guess." She offered 
him a weak smile. 

Vince saw the sadness in her smile and despite everything, he didn't want to send her off feeling this low. She 
was, after all, still his friend too, and he didn't intend for that to change. He shoved her in the shoulder. "Want 
me to ride with you?" 

"| dunno, Vince.." She felt like she was leading him on whenever he got so eager. "They don't really like us 
bringing guys around." 

"No way, | can't stick around anyway. We got a gig later! But we don't gotta talk and I'll totally eat you out in 
the parking lot." He flashed a gorgeous crooked smile at her and winked. She rolled her eyes at his frankness 
but couldn't help smiling too. 

"That does actually sound really nice." 

“There's a smile." He laughed. 


"Don't over do it, Neil" 


From inside, on the couch, Nikki watched out the window as Ruby and Vince sped off in her white Trans Am. 
He shook his head and sneered, pretending to pick at the bass in his lap while he listened for her loud exhaust 
to fade out of ear shot. He picked up his head again and peaked out the window to be sure they were gone 


before pulling a small plastic wrap of white amphetamine powder out of his back pocket. 


Tommy stumbled out of his bedroom, all arms and legs in nothing but a pair of Reeboks. He held onto his big 
swinging dick to assume the illusion of modesty in front of his friend. "Hey man" He mumbled sleepily at Nikki 
on his way to get a beer out of the fridge. Nikki gave the bag a hard snort and thumped his foot on the floor. 
"Wool" He threw his head back and swallowed the drip hard, feeling warmth spread behind his face. He was 


finally awake. 


"Whatchu got, homie?" Tommy laughed and fell down on the couch next to Nikki, spreading his legs out and 
covering his junk with the one dirty pillow they had. 

"What'd you think | got, man?" Nikki laughed, plucking away on his bass, his head cleared of tension 

"Dude! Is that Ruby's? | thought you were yellin’ all morning about how you didn't have that!" He slapped Nikki 
on the shoulder. Nikki grimaced and smacked him back harder. 

"Of course it's Ruby's. She's the one with a job, man. Besides, it's not like she pays for this shit anyway." 
"She doesn't?" 

"Fuck no!" Nikki exclaimed, dipping his finger in the bag. "She gets it from this rich foreign dude she fucks in 
the Valley. That's why it's so goddamn good!" He shouted before shoving a finger up into Tommy's gums 
without warning. Tommy laughed. "Fuck yeah!" He lapped at his gums as Nikki buried his nose in the last of it. 
"You mean she's not fucking Vinnie anymore?" He asked. "I kinda liked them together, dude, | thought that was 
rice." Tommy smiled, ever the romantic. Nikki pulled back before screwing up his face and frowning. "Are you 
fucking demented?" 

"What?!" 

"Nothing." Nikki shook his head and pulled his notebook out from under the couch cushion. "She's still fucking 
Vinnie. She's fucking everyone." 

"Dude, that's not true at alll You gotta like..not talk about her like that." 

"The fuck are you a feminist for all of a sudden?" Nikki kicked Tommy's foot, getting agitated with the direction 
this was going. 

"Yeah. Right" Tommy laughed again, kicking the heel of Nikki's boot in return. "I dunno, man, | just think it's kind 
of fucked up. Ruby's our friend and shit. It makes me real sad to see you two fighting so much. She like..gave 
you a place to stay when you first showed up here. She's always at our shows. Her band rules. Why are you 
stealing shit from her, man?" 

Nikki wasn't expecting to have this conversation, not with Tommy least of all people and not this early in the 
day. He shot Tommy a suspicious look. 

"You know, | really thought you'd have my back on this." 

"Have your back on what?! | just don't get it" Tommy slapped Nikki playfully in the chest. "C'mon, dude! | really 
wanna know what's going on" 

Nikki shrugged, nodding his head to a bassline he was scribbling out in his notebook He honestly didn't know 
what to say. His disdain for Ruby had arrived seemingly out of nowhere. Where she once made him feel seen 
and heard and understood, warm and familiar, she now made him feel isolated and awkward; uncomfortable in 
his own skin and less than. He liked it even less than he understood it. He shook his head, deciding that thinking 
about it made him feel worse. In his anxious and urgent mind, he decided that Ruby was causing him more 
harm than good. All he cared about right now, all he wanted to care about, was finishing this bass line. He 
didn't need an interrogation from his only other friend. "She's just some girl Vince is fucking now, man" He shot. 
"Damn" Tommy stared at him. He didn't laugh this time. In fact, he looked pretty upset. "You are one cold 


mother fucker, bro." 


Nikki didn't look at him. Instead, he stopped writing and stood up, throwing his bass down to the floor and 
shoving his rolled up notebook in his back pocket. He made his way to his bedroom. He wasn't going to listen to 


this. 


"Tell me something | don't know." 


attention, affection 
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Supplemental material for this chapter: Affection by Cigarettes and Sex. 


Ruby loved being under the red lights. 


She was Mexican and Japanese, a tiny, bronzed, energetic spitfire with wide hips and impossibly long legs. Legs 
that drove men from all over California to see in the flesh. And after hours on the 405 for a long LA. 
weekend, flesh was exactly what they wanted. They'd line up and lay down hundreds for her to crawl into their 
laps, wrap her long athletic legs around their necks and writhe on top of them. And Ruby wasn't the only one 
drawing a crowd; Seventh Veil was home to some of the most sought after women in Los Angeles. Between 
Ruby, Roxanne, Alexis, Lola, Kenzie and Jade, the headlining girls of Seventh Veil were just as well known, if not 
moreso, than the boys in the bands that they all dated. In their big cars, with their big hair, they commanded 


the strip, bringing in money, men and any excess they could ever want. 
Naturally there was a cover charge. 


"C'mon, what about $10? | got a 10" Nikki pleaded with the bouncer, a tall, muscular man named Rob who wore 
all black and had a tattoo of a shark on his neck. 

"How you gonna afford to tip these girls if you can't even get in the door, kid?" If it were anyone else, Rob 
would've had Nikki out on his ass for talking him down to half price. But Nikki had been coming around for as 
long as Ruby had been working there; all the boys in Motley Crue had. The rock n' roll of the strip had quickly 


become the lifeblood of the clubs. He knew Nikki was trouble, but not the kind of trouble he would ever have 
to worry about. 

"l'm gonna tip, l'm just not gonna be here for too long is all. One dance and l'm out, | swear." 

"Nikki! Please. Spare me the sob story. You could have any of these girls all over you for free anytime you 
want. Why are you trying to pay for a lap dance?" 

Nikki sighed and tried to look inside over Rob's shoulder. He couldn't see past the obnoxious fake smoke that 
fogged up the entryway. 

"I just gotta talk to Ruby." 

"Yeah?" Rob laughed. "You and ‘bout every other red blooded male in California. She making you pay for it all of 


a sudden?" 


"I don't pay anyone for shit, man. Look, this is the only place | can talk to her without her trying to fucking kill 


me. | got a show tonight anyway, | swear l'm in and I'm out" 


Nikki held two fingers up. Rob shrugged and lifted the red velvet rope separating the two of them. 
"You got an hour." 


"You fucking rock, man." 


Through the plaster Arabian palace archway and neon signage, Nikki made for the bar. If this conversation 
were going to go the way he wanted it to, he'd need their tallest, cheapest shot. Leaned against the bar top, 
Roxanne was on her break, sipping a diet coke and flipping through a copy of Cosmopolitan "Nikki?" Her melodic 
voice called over to him. She smiled and waved him over with a manicured hand. Roxanne was a tall, slim 
strawberry blonde with big blue eyes and big tits. She wore white cowboy boots and a red one piece with blue 
and white fringe, a costume she'd come up with for her "American Woman" number that Tommy really loved. 
He also loved her freckles. Nikki wrapped her in a short hug and let his hand rest on her hip. "Hey Roxanne." 
"You haven't been here in a while, Nikki! Where've you been? Making Tommy wander out all on his own!" She 
had a sweet, southern accent that always made him smile. 

‘lm sure Tommy's doing just fine without me." 

"We make sure he has fun out here." She giggled and sucked down nearly half her diet coke, letting out a tiny 
burp. It made sense that her and Tommy got on as well as they did. "Does Ruby know you're here?" 

"Not yet. Was hoping to chill out a little bit before talking to her." 

"You comin’ to apologize?" 

"Apologize for what?" He gave her a shy grin. 

"Oh c'mon, Nikki. You're on the shit list and you know it. She told us all about what you did.” 


"She did?" He winced. 


"Been talkin about it since she got here." She went behind the bar and poured him a tall glass of Jack and Coke. 
"On the house. You're gonna need it.” 

"Is she that mad?" He took the mixing straw and tossed it in the trash, taking a big swing instead. 

"Boot in the head didn't let you know?" 


"Okay. Point taken. l'm an asshole." 


"Just say you're sorry, Nikki. It's not a big word. She'll forgive you." 
"Where's she at?" 


"On stage, dummy." Roxanne giggled and pointed behind him. 


Ruby was crawling down the catwalk towards the tip bar where a cute blonde boy held two twenties in the air. 
The room was full, men talking and laughing, pinching Alexis or Lola on their asses as they worked the room 
while Ruby danced. She wore a studded red leather harness on top of a black g-string pulled high up above 
her ass and a black satin bra. Her strappy black stilettos brought her tiny 53 frame to 5'7 and her long black 
ponytail, teased up high made her look even taller. Up in lights, she unfolded herself into a split to "Slave" by 
the Rolling Stones. She tucked the boys money into her g-string and fell back into him, laughing and wriggling in 
his lap. Next to him, his drunk friend howled and threw a handful of ten dollar bills on her chest. She pulled 
herself up on stage and spun around on the pole before pulling her bra down to reveal a set of black sequined 


pasties. She fell down into another split, tossing her bra at the high tippers. 


Nikki stood back and watched her. He'd seen her dance plenty of times before; they met outside three years 
ago trying to buy drugs from each other. Nikki always loved seeing a hot woman dance, but something about 
watching Ruby specifically was fun for him. She danced the same way she played music. When she took the 
stage, she showed something vulnerable and something wild that he'd never seen in a woman. Raised to adhere 
to strict social conservatism, Ruby was brought up in the elite high society of Manhattan. It was a complete 
accident that, while attending an all girls boarding school, she was introduced to Black Sabbath and AC/DC 
records. Every Tuesday after her SAT prep, Ruby's mom paid a 19 year old college student to teach Ruby 
classical piano. In reality, she was learning to play ‘Crocodile Rock’ and memorizing the names of singers in 
metal bands. In no time, she was sneaking out to meet punk boys at hip, underground parties in Brooklyn where 
she saw bands like the Stooges and the Ramones. It was when the Germs toured through the city that a 
young Lorna Doom handed off a copy of California punk zine Flipside to Ruby. After that, she became obsessed 
with maps of Los Angeles and would harass the local record store to bring in X tapes every time she went in 
When she turned IT, a boy she was dating put on a copy of a barely formed Black Flag's single Nervous 


Breakdown, 
"Holy shit." 


They were angry, they were weird and they were unlike anything she'd heard before. She packed her bags and 
sold her bike to buy a Greyhound ticket across the country. Seventh Veil was the first place that would take 
in a skinny |8 year old with no home, no references and no clue. After being at an all girls school for so long, 
she took to the locker room camaraderie immediately. She went from timid and awkward to bold and brash, 
someone unafraid who knew how to make space and make noise. Spinning around the pole or swinging a 
microphone, whenever Ruby was on the stage, she gave her all to stake her claim in what she'd built for 
herself. When she danced, Nikki could see all that liberation in the smile on her face. 


So it was a little disappointing to see that smile falter as she caught sight of him. 


She staggered a bit as they locked eyes and awkwardly moved to the other side of the stage, regaining 


composure away from his glance. When she came back around, Nikki had grabbed a seat up front next to the 


blonde and his friend. Ruby flipped her ponytail to hide her eye roll and crawled over to him. 

"What do you want?" She said just loud enough for him to hear, sliding down onto her elbows and pushing her 
ass in the air for the rest of the audience. 

"| wanna talk to you." 

"No way. Go home, Nikki." 

"How about a private dance then?" 

"Fuck youl" She pulled herself up onto her knees and tugged the straps of her leather harness down. Nikki 
placed a hundred dollar bill on stage. 

"Come talk to me." 

Nikki didn't seem to understand what he was asking. She stood up and threw one long leg over his shoulder 
and dragged his seat in closer. She slid down into his lap so that she straddled him, one thigh pressed up 
against his arm in a flexible fold. Her nipples, covered up with pasties, pressed against his chest. The guys 
next to them whooped and tossed stacks of dollar bills into Nikki's lap as she wrapped her other leg around his 
waist. 

He was instantly hard. 

She tangled her fingers into his knotted black hair and purred into his ear. 

"Are you really trying make a scene, Sixx?" She pulled back and looked up into his eyes. His expression had a 
slight glaze, his mouth dropped open. His hands rested nervously on her hips. The answer, she could see from 
his hesitation, was no. Nikki was known for his impulse - it's what they bonded over. They spent their nights 
buried in drugs and living out their highs with fireworks, bar fights and loud music, bringing them to early 
mornings of come downs, shivers and heightened emotions. Cocaine addled conversations birthed ideas for 
Motley Crue and eventually led to Ruby forming her own band, The Plastix. They talked books and broken 
homes, b movies and beat poets, deep dark fears and depraved, debased perversions. But whenever they 
would come too close, whenever things got too heavy, Nikki would pull away. He would tug up his sleeves and 
show his scars, recount memories to the point of tears, but if she ever moved to soothe him, he flinched 
Nikki was always unknowingly crying out for help, but his problem was he never knew what to do once he got 


it. It was why she stopped giving him so many chances; she knew he would never take them. 
She felt bad for him. 


Fine. Lets talk" She pressed her forehead to his and pulled away. She finished her number with a final 


upside down spin down the pole and motioned for Jade - a vampy brunette - to take her spot on stage. 


Ruby stepped behind the zebra print curtain backstage and emerged a few minutes later in a black sweatshirt 
and leg warmers with a drink in each hand. She led Nikki to the VIP lounge - a purple velvet couch and a clear 
lucite table tucked in a corner behind a velvet rope. Under the black light, she sipped on her vodka cranberry 
and pushed a refreshed Jack and Coke into his hand. 


"Got ya a bunch of cherries." She commented, snatching one out of his drink and sucking the whiskey off it. 
"Thanks. | never wanna ask for them." He pulled his black fringe over his eyes before doing the same. 
"You'll empty half a bottle of hairspray onto yourself but you won't ask for cherries?" 


"| don't care if people wanna call me a chick. | just don't want them thinking I'm a kid." 


Ruby pulled his hundred dollar bill from her bra and slid it across the table. 

"Where'd you get the money?" 

Nikki made a face and quickly shoved it into the pocket of his leather jacket. 

"Tommy let me pawn his stereo.” He mumbled. 

"Nikkil" 

"| know." 

"C'mon, you can't do that! You don't gotta...throw money at me anyway. | would've just talked to you 
afterwards." 

"Without trying to punch me in the head?" 

"Okay. | get your approach" She shrugged and placed a gentle hand on his shoulder. "But all I've wanted lately 
is to just talk to you. | really wish you would've just tried that. | don't want your money." 

He crunched up the bill in his fist. "| thought maybe | could just buy back what | stole from you." He sighed. 
She wanted to yell at him more; tell him that she didn't care about the drugs. She cared that he lied to her 
and used her. She'd seen him do it to enough people to feel stupid that she let it happen to her. She wanted 
to tell him how he made her rush to work even more hectic than LA. traffic normally made it. She wanted to 
tell him about dancing with aching joints and having to wear a smile when you can't feel the muscles in your 
face. She wanted to tell him that just because he wanted her attention, that didn't mean he could fuck her 


over. 


But she didn't. 
He already knew all of that. 
He was trying. 


"Why have you been so shitty to me lately?" 


He went quiet. There was hardly a time she caught him off guard that he couldn't immediately divert his 
attention to scribbling in his notebook. He opened his mouth to say something and then stopped himself before 
chugging his drink. 

He was the one who wanted to talk, after all. 

It's weird for me that you're dating Vince." 

Ruby lifted an eyebrow at him before letting out a confused laugh. 


"What?" She snickered "I'm not dating Vince." 

"What are you talking about? Yes you are." He knitted his brows together. She stopped laughing when she saw 
that he wasn't. 

"im tucking Vince. First of all," She leaned in closer to him and lowered her voice, taking on a more serious 
tone. "| don't wanna date anyone. | deal with enough men here. | don't-" She held up a hand and cut herself 
off before getting carried away. "Second of all, what does it matter? You fuck my friends all the time!" 

"Yeah! But-" 

"You were just fucking Jade in your freaky sex closet two weeks ago! She said it smelled like gouda cheese. | 
thought that was part of why we were friends, we hook each other up!" 

"I know. | know" He fell back in his seat. "Its just uncomfortable to me. | mean, it's Vince. He's so skeezy." 


"You think | don't know that? Look | told you, I'm not trying to marry the guy. We're just having fun 


together. Nikki, why are you so concerned?" 

"| dunno, you're not stupid, Ruby, why do you think?" 

For a moment, they just looked at each other and waited for the other to say something. When she didn’t, he 
sipped his drink and looked away. It wasn't the first time since she'd known him that he looked so sad she 
wanted to kiss him. If only let him know that his feelings weren't completely displaced. Instead, she leaned back 
with him and watched the spinning disco ball above them sparkle. Another thought in a long line of the same, 
she thought about a future with him and what that might be like. 

"You know you and me aren't ready for this, right?" 

"Yeah." He popped another wet cherry in his mouth. Something in his expression lifted when he looked back at 
her. He leaned into her shoulder, his teased up hair brushing into her face. "What do you mean?" 

"You know what | mean." 

"I do." He smiled at her. He pulled a knotted cherry stem out of his mouth and placed it in her hand. "I just 
wanna hear you say it" 

"Please don't make me." She groaned to keep herself from laughing, not wanting to encourage him. She stuck 
his cherry stem in her mouth and swallowed it. He grinned at her. 

‘lm gonna make you." 

She sighed and her smile dropped. She pushed the melting ice in her drink around with her straw. "Things are 
changing so quickly." She let out a sarcastic laugh before nudging him off of her. "You don't want a girlfriend 
anymore than | want a boyfriend, Nikki. Think about it. You wanna be a rockstar. You're gonna go on tour and 
meet girls and make money. You're not gonna have time to be with someone and you're not gonna wanna be." 
“That's bullshit, though. You're gonna do all the same stuff." 

"Yeah, maybe. | want to. And | wanna do it without having to worry about when l'm gonna see you next or 
who you're hanging out with or if you care who I'm hanging out with... just don't want it. | don't want to do 
that to you." 

"Well then, | don't get why you're doing it with someone else." 

‘lm not. | don't care about him the way | care about you. If we ever got close like that, I'd need it to be 


serious with you. And l'm not ready for that. You're not ready for that." 


He wanted to argue. Not because he had anything much left to say, but because he was still frustrated. He 
yanked his last cherry off its stem and sucked on it before swallowing it down. He wasn't sure if he regretted 
coming here or if what she said made him feel any better. She wasn't wrong and in a way, she told him 


exactly what he wanted to hear. 


That night, Nikki went back to the Whiskey-a-Go Go to play a show with his band. They went on 45 minutes 
later than they were supposed to, something Mick was sure to thoroughly blame him for. 


"Where the fuck have you been?" 
"Don't worry about it, old man" 


"Oh, I'm real fucking worried." 


The crowd didn't care. They came out for Motley Crue and stayed out with them long into the night, far past 
their last song. Particularly, a buxom redhead who reminded Nikki of his first girlfriend had stuck around the 
club long enough to come back with them for their nightly afterparty. She stayed tangled up in him all night. 


And when he went to bed with her, pounding her into the mattress, he heard Ruby moaning louder than she 
ever had in the room across the hall. Working his conquest harder than he normally cared to, he waited until 
he was sure he heard Ruby cum before unloading himself down the new girls back. He left her sticky and 
sweaty in the sheets to smoke a cigarette in the cool night air. Ruby was already out there. He thought she 
might be. 


His pressed his bare back to the brick wall next to her and pulled his pack out of his low slung leather pants. 
She was wearing one of Vince's vintage car t shirts and a pair of black denim shorts she arrived in, her feet 
shoved into Tommy's oversized sneakers. She was much smaller next to him when she wasn't wearing her 


heels. 


"You staying over tonight?" He asked her. She shook her head and handed him a lighter. 

"Nah. I'm almost on my way out. Just gotta find my shoes." She watched him light up and made sure to grab 
it back before he could stick it in his own pocket. He pushed his hair out of his face and quietly exhaled, both 
of them choosing to listen to the Alice Cooper playing from a car down the street rather than speak. She 
watched the smoke dissipate in the air, the sounds of laughter carrying over from the strip just a block away. 
They both smelled of boozey sweet summer air. It was peaceful. For the second time tonight, Nikki felt like 
being honest. 


"You know, | can hear you and Vince. In my room. Mostly you." He told her. Before she could say anything, he 
stumbled over an explanation. "H's not a big deal. | just thought you'd wanna know, it makes it kind of difficult 
for me to uh..not think of you. In that way." He stammered and immediately felt stupid. 


"Yeah?" She raised an eyebrow at him. She put out her cigarette on the concrete and exhaled her last hit. 
"Same." She gave him a sly grin and slipped back inside. "Goodnight, Nikki." 


Nikki would be going to sleep happy that night. 
She was thinking of him too. 


Think About What You Know 
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2018 
Nikki was always amazed when all it took was a strong iced Americano to bring him to life these days. 


The caffeine didn't kick in until his car pulled up to the movie set that day, so any of the sweeping cliffside 
views the driver took him past were nothing but a sun bleached blur. He would've been happy to make the 
drive himself every day but he wasn't going to miss the chance to get paid to sleep in another 45 minutes. He 
tipped the driver $50 like he always did and pulled down his aviators, stepping out onto the unusually brisk 
Hollywood film lot. From there, a golf cart pulled up to take him from the lot to the production building. 


From the time he left his mother's house as a teenager, he hated doing things half assed. Even if he didn't 
entirely know what he was doing, he only ever wanted to do the best job he possibly could. So after only 
getting two hours sleep, he was also beating himself up for staying in front of his computer monitor until four 


AM. 
He had come up with some killer lyrics though. 


He wasn't quite ready for Douglas' sunny disposition so early in the morning. At the catering table, the blonde 
English boy was far too excited to see him in the state he was in. Actors, he thought. All morning people. 
Thankfully, Douglas hadn't gone through hair and make up yet, so Nikki at least didn't have to deal with an 
identity crisis. 

"So Colson and | were together last night and | think we've finally figured out how to play Livewire. At the 
same time, | mean" Douglas told him, shoving a bagel into his mouth. 

"Yeah?" Nikki dropped a spoonful of sugar into his second coffee. "Good thing. You're filming that part today, 
right?" 

"Yeah, yeah. Really excited to show you what we've got. Just hope | can stay awake through it. We were up 
all night to get it right." 

"Parallel lives. Having fucking nightmares." Nikki grumbled, fixing his fingers into a gun shape and putting it to 
his head. Douglas frowned and made a sort of sympathetic noise. Nikki walked away, hoping that would be 
enough to communicate his mood. He was feeling anxious. Since waking up the night before, he hadn't been able 
to stop looking over his shoulder or grabbing at his throat. There was a production meeting he was supposed 
to be at while the actors went into hair and makeup. Nikki couldn't do much but stand outside smoking 


cigarettes. 
He decided to head down to set instead. 


Behind the five industrial film cameras and light kits, a replica of the apartment he shared with Vince and 
Tommy decades ago was built up on the back wall. On a light board of design sketches, a photo of the real 
thing was taped to the very top. He looked at it before taking it and shoving it in his pocket. 


Just like in his old apartment, the mock living room was bare except for one beat up leather couch. The set 
design crew found one already broken in at a thrift store. They'd done a good job; he walked across the carpet 
that the production assistant stained with dirt and cigarettes. Falling back onto the couch, he looked up at the 
high ceilings, wired up with spotlights that they hadn't turned on yet. Watching dust filter down through the 
beams, he wondered how he managed to come so far from this dingy, dirty apartment. He thought about one 
of his many couches at home - designer, Italian leather sofas from big ticket furniture sets. He thought about 
the marble countertops, the four cars in the garage, the home studio, the built in pool, peacocks at his 
wedding. He pulled the photograph out of the pocket of his blazer, looking back at the mirror image of the 


room he was in. He wondered when he started needing so much to be happy. 


He heard footsteps slap across the concrete house floor and immediately sat up. He pocketed the photo again 


and got up to find Tommy coming around the corner, nearly crashing into him. 


"Slow down, dude." Tommy steadied him with one hand, his coffee in the other. Nikki caught his breath, not 
feeling any less paranoid. "Fuck, you freaked me out, man" 

‘Gettin’ in your feelings about it all finally?" Tommy asked, walking past him and towards a pair of 
monogrammed folding chairs. "What? Were you feeling all nostalgic too?" Nikki joined him in the seat 
emblazoned Mr. Nkki Sixx, almost resenting the moniker. He didn't change his name so people could call him 
something stuffy like mister, after all. 

"How could you nof, dude? | mean look at it" Tommy gestured to the set and Nikki stared at it again. With 
Tommy beside him, his friends familiar voice in his ear, he had a hard time believing they weren't time 
traveling. 

"Is it just the most bizarre fucking thing you've ever seen?" 


"I just did my own makeup on someone else's face, dude. Don't talk to me about bizarre." He laughed. 


Nikki was thankful he still had Tommy to continue experiencing all of this with. Tommy was a fantastic co-pilot 
to the near mythic lives they'd led, especially for Nikki, who was often prone to fits of paranoia and dread. It 
was grounding and at times life saving to have Tommy's sense of humor highlighting the absurdity of all 
things. Even when he wasn't around, he'd known Tommy long enough that when things got tough, he could 
always count on his best friend to show him a way out. 

"| been having nightmares about it" 


"For real?" 


"For real, man" 


"Like what? Overdose dreams?" 


"No." Nikki widened his eyes. "God, no. | actually haven't had one of those | forever. | um.l had a dream about 
Ruby. And the ambulance and... dunno, it was all really weird. It's been freaking me out all fucking day." 

"Fuck." 

"She broke into my house. And she choked me." 

"Sounds more like a wet dream." Tommy laughed. 

"Oh, shut the fuck up." 

"When's the last time you guys even talked?" 

Nikki sighed. "Years ago? Before | married Courtney." 

"Never after you married Courtney?" 

"Never after." 

Tommy took a pause. "can you blame her?" 

"Not at all. And that's the cruel irony, man! | don't think | ever really understood what Ruby wanted 
until..way too fucking late. The last conversation we had, | just remember feeling really fucking stupid. Tommy, 
I'm being haunted by the ghost of my own idiocy." 

"Why don't you just call her, man?" 

"And say what? ‘Hey, | know its been years of silence but | had a fucking nightmare about you murdering me 
and thought now was a good time to unburden my soul’ No way." 

"You could just say hey. | think itd make both of you feel a ton better." 

"What'd you mean both of us? No way she wants to hear from me ever again" 

"I think she would really like it if you called, dude. She's been pretty fucking weirded out about the movie, too. 
Would probably make her feel better to talk to you about it all. | think it has a lot of people feelin’ a type of 
way. Bringing up memories and all that." 

"How do you know?" 

"That's one of my best friends too, Sikki Nixx." Tommy poked him hard in the shoulder. 

"Sikki Nixx!" Nikki exclaimed, remembering the name they had given his fame driven, strung out alter ego 
decades ago. The one that still lived deep down, crawling and craving attention and acceptance to the point of 
self destruction, to the point of self loathing. He still felt it creeping up, even in the throes of all this 
progress. With the movie, his marriage, his other music projects, his photography, his radio show and the play 


he was writing, he was using it all to run from the past. 


He was thankful for Tommy. 

Normally, he didn't like to talk to Tommy about Ruby. Tommy knew too much about their relationship for Nikki 
to be comfortable with. He'd seen it all since day one. Ruby and Tommy also had their own history, completely 
separate from Nikki that he never really wanted to know the details of. He had suspicions about infidelities 
that were later disproven but it never eased his mind. For self preservation, he chose not to think about it for 
a very long time. Now, with all of their lives standing so far apart, he couldn't find the room to care. He'd 
done enough emotional damage to both Tommy and Ruby that he was happy to call it even and forget about it. 
Nothing happened. He knew it. Any paranoia he harbored was a reflection of his own indiscretions. He'd rather 


just say sorry and talk to his friends again. 


"lim inviting Heather and Pam to the premiere.” 

Nikki let out a laugh. "Are you serious?" 

"Hell yeah. Dude, Heather is init. Pam's my baby momma. Of course l'm inviting them." 

"You don't think either of them are gonna have a problem with that?" 

"Pammy definitely will” Tommy grinned. “That's why | love her, though. Always causin' a fuss over me." 

"You think | should invite Ruby?" 

Tommy considered it for a moment. "I think you should definitely call her." He nodded. "I think it'd be weirder if 


she wasn't there. It's actually kind of strange that almost none of the girls are in the movie." 


"You think so?" 

"Yeah. Yeah, man, we'd be totally dead without all of em. Groupies, wives, girlfriends, all of ‘em. Personally, | 
feel kind of dirty about it. In like..a bad way. | dunno. | guess itd take up too much time." 

"There's a lot of people left out, to be honest" Tommy watched the wheels in Nikki's head begin to turn. It 
was a look he knew well. "Maybe we could do a follow up documentary. Like about everything the movie leaves 
out." 

"You got time for that, homie?" 

"God, at this point we'll be back on tour." Nikki held his head in his hands. 

"Would that really be so bad?" 


Before they could finish their conversation, Colson and Pete, laughing hysterically, burst through the studio 
doors. They were in costume, looking nearly identical to what Tommy and Tom Zutaut, their old record 
producer, used to look like. Colson had even taken to compulsively spinning a pair of drumsticks in his hand, no 
matter if they were on or off set. He was tall and lanky and he had a big mouth. Makeup had even given him 
the same tattoos. With the long black wig, Colson could have been Tommy's clone. Pete didn't so much look like 
Tom Zutaut; he was missing the blonde hair and Tom's doughier exterior. However, what he lacked in looks, he 
more than made up for in mannerisms. His posture, his cadence, his awkwardness and more than anything, his 
unassuming coolness - it was all there and it was all Zutaut. Especially in the striped polo. When Colson saw 
Nikki and Tommy, he spread his wiry, skinny legs and made an exaggerated jerking off motion at them with his 
water bottle. "What's up, you fuckin’ scumbags?" His tongue hung out of his mouth. He was definitely in 


character. 


Pete held back a laugh and rolled his eyes. "Hey, have either of you guys seen Douglas?" He shouted across 
the massive room. 

"Not since this morning." Nikki shouted back. 

"You're probably to blame for this anyway, Sixx!" Pete told him. "Look at this shit" He walked over, taking off 
the windbreaker he wore over a striped polo. "He doesn't get like this until he turns into you, so I'm blaming 
this on you." He pointed out multiple burn holes in his jacket. "Douglas has been throwing lit matches at me 
and poking me with cigarettes all morning. Look at this shit! It's ridiculous!" He shook it in front of Nikki and 
Tommy. Neither of them could do anything but laugh. Nikki held his hands out. "| dunno what to tell you, man. 
Looks like he's really committed to the role." Colson walked up behind him, grinning and lighting a cigarette of 
his own. "Oh, yeah! Real fuckin’ funny. Do you know how mad the wardrobe department is gonna be at me for 
this?" As Pete vented his frustrations, waving his marred jacket around, Colson snuck up behind him and 


burned another hole in it. 


"You're kidding mel” Colson took off laughing before Pete could begin to chase him around. "This is all your 
fault! | blame both of youl" Pete shouted. Slowly, people started to trickle in, cast and crew. Iwan and Daniel, 
followed by their director Jeff Tremaine came in and joined their conversation. Jeff tried his best to be mad 
at Colson and Pete but he couldn't keep himself from laughing and patting himself on the back for the chaos 
he had created. "It just feels like Jackass all over again" He remarked of his last film endeavor. Douglas 
arrived looking notably moodier than he did when Nikki saw him earlier. He gripped a bottle of Jack Daniels that 
the prop master filled with Diet Coke, the strap of his bass guitar pulled across his chest. He took a deep 
swig before Pete began berating him. Nikki couldn't help but feel like he was watching a memory of his old 
producer scolding him for destroying a hotel room. "Eat my ass, Pete. Jeff doesn't even carel" Douglas argued, 
using the American accent he developed. "Shit happens, guys! It's okay! We won't use the jacket" Jeff reasoned 
before Pete could say anything else. wan stood on the set floor, watching them argue and tuning his guitar. 
Tommy leaned over to Nikki and chuckled. "Can you fucking believe this?" Nikki looked over at Daniel who was 
making an extra in tight bike shorts and a leather bra laugh. Everything was exactly how it used to be. Nikki 
felt a strange pang of sadness in his chest. "Not at all" He admitted. 


"Quiet on the set!" 


The rest of the day moved quickly. The boys ran through Livewire one time for Nikki and Tommy before 
filming. They played it loud and fast, Douglas prowling low on his bass while Daniel nearly convulsed on the 
microphone. It took Nikki and Tommy everything they had to not jump to their feet in applause. Mick and Vince 
both stopped by later in the day at separate times, both taking time to approve production choices, comment 
on test footage and sign off on the apparently endless paperwork involved in being subject to a biopic. Mick 
stuck around during their lunch break - a half hour of undisturbed time on the lot - where he played an 
acoustic guitar. Colson's daughter stopped by for lunch too and afterwards, Tommy showed him how to smoke 
through his nostrils. 


It was a good day and by the end of it, Nikki had almost completely forgotten his emotional apparitions. But 
once he was back in the car and going to his house, he felt it again. Even though he took no time to look at it, 
he asked the driver to take the long, scenic route. He wasn't quite ready to go home yet. 


He took out his cellphone and went back and forth on his social media accounts and avoided his text messages. 
After he ran out of comments and messages to respond to, he texted his daughter Storm that he missed 
her and turned the screen off. He looked out the window for just a moment and saw the ocean stretch out 
beyond the cliffs they drove along, the sunset glittering across endless blue waves. He closed his eyes, knowing 
he had to deal with what he and Tommy talked about. He asked the driver to put on some music to soothe 
his frustrations. Stevie Nicks, witch that she was, obliged. 


Step into the velvet of the morning, 

Let yourself lay back within your dreams. 

Take on the situation but not the torment. 
Now you know its not as bad as it seems 
Well | know youd like to come away, 

But baby you can't come. 


Your fortune is your life's love. 

Oh, and anytime you think about leaving, 
Think about what you know. 

Well think about it, 

Think about it before you go 

And the heart says danger, 


And the heart says 

"Whatever it is what you want from me, 
| am just one small part 

OF forever." 

Falling star, catcher. 

Even when you feel lke your life is fading 
| know that youll go on forever, you're that good 
Heartbreak of the moment is not endless, 
Now your fortune is your life's love. 

Well honey, 

| know youd lke fo come away. 

But baby you can't come. 

Your fortune is your life's love. 

Whoa and anytime you think about leaving, 
Think about what you know. 

Well think about it, 

Think about it before you go. 


He almost laughed. 

He took out his phone again and scrolled through his contacts list. He had to dig for it - he kept it in an 
archived list in his backup data. He rolled his eyes. You fucking drama queen, he thought to himself. When it 
uploaded, he scrolled again Names of ex girlfriends, ex managers, ex friends. So many people; a history of 
others experiences with him. And then, standing out among all of them with one Japanese character, there it 


was. For some reason, he was surprised when he found it. It just seemed too easy. 
Ruby Moon H 


Just there in his old contacts list. Right where he left her. 

The mythic proportion he created of this moment seemed to fade. He felt silly and then immediately after, he 
hit another wall. He tapped "Compose Message." Their last set of text messages were still there. He 
immediately erased them, not even bothering to check the date. He wasn't about to go down that path. He 
wanted to start new. A clean slate. She's heard that one before, his inner monologue cruelly reminded him. He 


shook it off. Shut the fuck up, you self absorbed dick 


He began typing. 


Ruby. | can't fell you how sorry | am that its been so long | never wanted things to be this way and for my 
part in that, | am deeply apologetic. | know it might seem silly to fo you, but | find myself 


He looked at it and read it back, not sure where to go from there. He erased it, trying a different approach. 
Maybe a lighter tone. 


Hello, Ruby. | just got off the set of our movie and couldn't help but find myself thinking of the past. Naturally, | 
thought of you. Memories of you sometimes hurt but 


He groaned at himself. He had no idea how to go about this. He went back to scrolling through his social media 
before reminding himself he was procrastinating. What could he possibly say after all these years that would 
justify the silence? What could he say that could justify breaking it? 


"You could just say hey." 

He remembered what Tommy told him. He was right. Nikki, once again, found himself being selfish and indulging 
in his own self doubt. He was done with that. If he wanted a clean slate, he'd have to act like it. What could he 
say to end the years of silence between him and the woman he once thought he'd spend the rest of his life 
with? 


Hey, 


